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There are writers who tell you that they do
not read their reviews, there are others who
prefer bad notices to good. Such men are
either liars or more than mortal. In this
matter at least I am neither one nor the
other. I wrote to Arnold, approving his
literary integrity but indicating only too
plainly that I wished that he hadn't used it at
my expense. We exchanged several letters
of increasing complexity and dignity. We
did not meet for several months. He was
busy and I was, I imagine, sulking. Then
suddenly I heard of Ms illness. Like the
rest of the world, I took it to be a bad attack
of influenza, but I began to worry at its
prolongation. Finally I plucked up courage
and went round to see. When I went in the
butler asked me if I would mind washing my
hands in antiseptic. I felt suddenly cold.
Antiseptic, what, why? At the very far end
of an interminable passage I heard a door
open, and I heard, faint, illegible and
terribly changed, a voice that I had known
whisper 'Who is it?5 'It's I, Arnold,' I cried,
but the door closed. It never opened again
for me.